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themselves out. By an effort of will he put the little figures
out of his mind. There had been no more of them.
On his way to the Station Botanique, Marais passed von
Brandt's. He did not stop; there was no need to. Von
Brandt would report to him on his return. He looked down
the driveway that led to the house. There were fresh motor
tracks crossing each other. There would be three lots, natur-
ally: he had come to see him, he had gone home again, and
he had left on his mission. Automatically, without slowing
down, he checked them.
Marais laughed. He was going on a visit: on a formal call
that would turn into something else. He thought of himself
bowing over Olga's hand, raising it to his lips. How nice ufym
to come... a drink, of course!
Oj course! Then he would steer the conversation.
He drove at a reasonable speed. He always did unless there
was reason for hurry. To drive faster than you needed was .
not efficient.
He passed Bentinck's store. He turned up towards the
mountain road. He gave the car more gas as it climbed. He
was amused. Yes, he was very amused. 'Here comes old Papa
Marais? he thought. 'Here he comes to call!
The professor, Retief, and Olga were in the sitting room
when he came in. Where were Sebastian and Channel?
'Why, Meneer Marais, how nice it is to see you/ Olga said.
He bent over her hand. They had been gathered round the
radio. He waved to it.
eSo I bring you no news?5 He smiled. He had never felt
more friendly towards them: children, caught in the web he
had woven.
C0f course we are neutrals,' Olga said. 'But it is bound to
affect us.'
'You are neutral by marriage, madame, and you were
born in Poland?'